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Norton yawned tolerantly. " You are worldly, Mr.
Wakefield/'

"But I am right."

"Not quite right. . . . I am not going to seek out
a pretty heiress."

"Very well. The beauty without the money, if you
like."

"Not evemthat."

Across the lawn Lady Elizabeth advanced towards
them, a large, good-humoured figure picking a cautious
way in the dusk, for fear of frogs.

"Whatever are you two men talking about so long? "
she demanded archly.

"Old times, my dear," her husband replied.

"Ah, yes, indeed! What a great deal has hap-
pened since then, to be sure! You must come and
see us again, Lord Norton, now that you have
begun/'

Norton, who had risen at her approach, declared
* himself charmed to comply.

"There was something I was going to ask you," his
hostess continued. " I thought of it while I was in there
writing. I said to myself, 'Now, I'll ask Lord Norton
about that/ And now upon my soul, I've quite for-
gotten it."

She made an effort of concentration, gazing fixedly
at the grass about her feet. Unhappily, a small frog
chose that moment to take a vigorous jump in the
direction of the lily-pond. He crossed Lady Elizabeth's
line of vision, as she stood concentrating, drawing from
her an involuntary shriek.

"What is it, my dear?" Mr. Wakefield enquired
calmly. "One of those frogs again?"

"Yes, one of those frogs again."